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COMMUNICATED FOR THE GUARDIAN. 


LETTER TO THE YOUTHFUL READERS OF THE 
GUARDIAN. 


My Dear Youne Frrenps,— 

All good people feel deep! y interested in your welfaré. 
The very title of this little beck may convince you of their 
tender regard for your happiness. It is the business of euar- 
dians, you know, to guide, instruct and protect the objects of 
theircare. In temporal matters, this is done only for those child- 
fm ren who have lost their parents or a parent: but in spiritual 
things, many. whose parents are living, have need of the kind 
assistance of other friends; for many have parents whe never 
pray with them, aor tears them to pray for tiemselves, nor 
show them the way to Heaven. As to those children who 
have pious parents, we know they approve of our desires and 
intentions, and on this account we feel the more encour: aged to 
proceed. 

Now, then, we will point you to an emblem of your mortal 
life. Look at the fruit-trees in the vernal season. You 
have seen them in their gayest dress. You have been de- 
lighted with their delicate bloom of various hues, and per- 
haps have promised yourselves much pleasure in eating of 
their delicious fruit. But how precarious are all temporal 
blessings ! Have you not seea a multitude of worms devour 
the foilage of those lovely trees, or a sweeping tempest pros- 
trate ‘hem inthe dust; or, at least, have you not seeu the fruit 
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prematurely shaken to the ground, so that your hopes have 
been dashed and your expectations disappointed ? 

Thus it often happens respecting the brightest prospects, 
and the best calculations of mankind. In the morning of life, 
hope is in full bloom. ‘The juvenile eye, glancing over the 
landscape of terrene delight, fancies almost a Paradise of 
bliss. But remember, dear youths, that a worm is at the root 
of every temporal enjoyment. Suddenly, perhaps, disease in- 
vades your body—death snatches away your connections— 
your property is dissipated by the fraud of a wicked world, 
or by the more immediate hand of God—your fair reputation 
is blasted by the tongue of slander, and you are left, like Job 
of old, to mourn over the wreck of former prosperity. 

Perhaps some of my young friends may be ready to ask, 
“ifa Being just and wise and good, controls and directs all 
human affairs, canall these disasters come upon us?” I an- 
swer, certainly they may. For sin has deranged this fair 
creation—sin has contaminated our souls and debilitated our 
bodies—sin has ™ brought death into the world and all 
our woe.” Anda holy God has declared in his word, 
that without holiness, (of which by nature all are Secii: 
tute,) no one shall enjoy any real or permanent happi- 
ness. You may be amiable and respectable, yet without 
a new heart, (which consists in hating sin and !|oving ho- 
liness,) you cannot see the kingdom ot God. You may 
have been dedicated to God in baptism, and have be- 
come, nominally, the lambs of the flock of Christ. Yet the 
W olf, or the roaring Lion will surely cateh and devour you, 
unless the good Shepherd extend his arms for your de- 
fence. His arms have indeed been extended by bloody 
nails, to make atonement for your sins. Now they are ex- 
tended to invite, andreceive you; but all this will avail you 
nothing, unless you flee to him for protection. ‘ He calls, he 
bids you come.” .How gracious are his words! How melting 
his invitations! “I love those that love me, and those who 
seek me early shall find me.” 

Will you, dear friends, any longer reject the calls of this 
lovely Saviour? Then let me ask, can you resist the power 
of us anger ? “ Consider this, ye that forget God, lest me 
tear you in pieces, and there be none to deliver !” 

Repent, and your sins shall be blotted out: but except ye 
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repent ye shall all perish! Belteve, and thou shalt be saved ; 
but if you believe not, you must be damned! Love and serve 
the Lord, and he will love and save you : but if any man love 
not our Lord Jesus C hrist, let him be accursed! Thus 
every motivefrom Earth and Helland Heaven, from time and 
from eternity, should induce you to seek the Lord while he 
may be tound: but if you will not, then my soul shall weep 
for you in secret places. If you will continue to bar your 
hearts against the blessed Savicur—theneternity will prolong 
your fruitless lamentations, and the caverns of Hell will re- 
verberate your groans ! 


RECORDS OF EARLY PIETY. 


WILLIAM TEARE. 


WitutAM TEARF was born in the parish of Ballauzh, Isle 
of Man, in the year 1801. He was the son of a respectable 
farmer, who paid considerable attention to his education, and 
sent him, atan early age, to the best schools in the neighbour- 
ing towns for the benefit of farther instruction. There he 
made rapid progress in the more useful departments of 
learning, and obtained some knowledge of the Latin language. 
He was a favourite with his companions and _ school-tel- 
lows; his manners were peculiarly mild, and his deport- 
ment truly obliging. About the seventeenth year of his age, 
he was put an apprentice to Mr. P—, a mercer in Liverpool. 
He lodged and boarded in his master’s house, and enjoyed 
the advantages of a well-regulated family. [His master was 
particularly attentive to the religious instruction of his ap- 
prentices ; he watched over them with the tenderness ofa fa- 
ther, and the piety of a Christian guardian. William felt a 
filial affection towards him, and always spoke of him in terms 
of high esteem and regard. His account of the manner in 
which the Sabbath evening was spent in this excellent family, 
affords an example worthy of imitation. Mr. P—-was in the 
habit of inquiring of all the members of his household what 
place of worship they had attended in the course of the day ; 
what portions of Scripture they had heard read, explained, 
andapplied. He then required them to state what they re- 
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collected of the sermons which they had heard. Some of his 
apprentices were of a different religious persuasion from his 
own; with their peculiar tenets he never interfered, but he 
rigorously insisted on their attending their own places of wor- 
ship. and spending the Sabbath in a Christian manner. 
Should this narrative meet the eye of this pious master, it 
will give him pleasure to know that one of his apprentices 
in his dying hours spoke of those Sabbath occupations with 
lively emotions of gratitude, and represented them as truly 
profitable. 

It was during one of those Sabbaths, whilst listening to a 
sermon on Prov. xxiii. 26. My son, give me thine heart,” 
that William received his first permanent religions impress- 
ions. He was then led to see that whatever goad desires he 
might occasionally have felt, yet he had never made an en- 
tire surrender of himself to his heav enly Father, nor regarded 
ihe salvation of his soul as the “ one thing needful.” Frem 
this period he solemnly resolved, in dependence on divine 
help, to give his heart, his life, his all, to his Creator, Re- 
deemer, and Sanctifier. He applied himself earnestly to ho- 
ly readings and holy exercises. ‘The time allowed him for 
relaxation, he spent principally in prayer and praise. His 
closet became his favourite retreat, and his Bible his richest 
treasure. He formed a Christian friendship with a pious fei- 
low apprentice, whose conversation he found edifying and re- 
jreshing, and in company with whom he was constant in his 
attendance at the house of prayer. The letters which he 
wrote bome at this time, breathe a sweet spirit of piety, and 
indicate a heart fixed on things above. Whilst thus, * grow- 
ing in grace, and in the knowled ge of our Lord Jesus Christ,” 

it ple: ased his heav ony Father to visit him with a trying af. 
fiction. He felt alarming symptoms ef consumption, which 
consirained him to return to the isle of Man in the spring of 
1820, for the benefit of his native air. At first he seemed 
to have some prospe cts of recovery, but they gradually disap- 
peared; the disorder was? too dee ply rooted to be removed 
by any human means. For more than a year he endured a 
succession of painful days and wearisome nights. Week af- 
ter week he was dying and wasting away 3 but as his suffer- 
ings abounded, his consolations abounded. He repeatedly ; 
declared that he was “filled with all joy and peace in believ- 
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int.’ Whilst he expressed the deepest,sense of his own uti- 
worthiness, and his utter inability to do any thing as of him- 
self, he possessed an entire confidence in the atonement and 
intercession of his divine Redeemer. He never appeared 
happier than when speaking of what his Saviour had done 
and suffered for him. On one of these occasions he said that 
he could fully adopt the sentiments in the following hymn ; 


-“ Jesus, all-atonin? Lamb, 
Thine, and only thine, I am; 
Take my body, spirit, soul, 
Only Thou possess the whole. 


Thou my one thing needful be, 
Let me ever cleave to thee ; 
Let me choose the better part, 
Let me give thee all my heart. 


Fairer than the sons of men, 
Do not let me turn again, 
Quit the fountain-head of bliss, 
Stoop to creature happiness. 


Whom have I on earth below ? 
Thee and only Thee I’d know, 
Whom have I in heaven but thee ? 
Thou art allin all to me!” 


The case of this patient sufferer strongly testified the truth of 
that encouraging passage of Scripture, “ ‘Thou wilt keep him 
in perfect peace whose mind is stayed on thee, because he 
trusteth in thee.” 

Fis trust in God was constant and unshaken, and his peace 
uninterrupted : his very countenance declared that all was 
calm within. His pains were often suspended, and his hours 
of langour brightened by the instructive books and religious 
tracts which he read, and heard read, during his confinement. 
Amongst others, he said, he had derived great profit and con- 
solation from the Memoirs of the Rev. Thomas Speucer, the 
Memoirs of Simeon Wilhelm, the publications of the Bristol 
Church of England Tract Society, and the life of M. de Ren- 
ti. He said that when he read De Renti’s life, he could 
hardly believe himself to be a Christian, he fell so far short 
of that eminent example of practical piety. When he was 
no longer able to read, through extreme debility, his mother, 
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and sister, and young friends who occasionally visited him, 
read several useful beoks to him. This he regarded as a 
high privilege. May the minds of those friends who minis- 
tered to his comfort while on earth, be often directed to that 
world of glory where he is now safely lodged, and where 
with sesaph’s eye, he reads the wonders of redeeming love 
with ever-growing admiration and delight! 

His sufferings for some weeks before his departure were 
extremely severe, but no murmuring word escaped his lips. 
He retained bis confidence in God to the last. Whilst his 
outward man decayed apace, his inward man was renewed day 
by day. When he was so weak, that he was obliged to be 
carried from place to place, the serenity of his mind remained 
unclouded, He was constantly uttering the language of 
thankfulness and resignation, When reduced to the lowest 
state of bodily weakness, he gave glory to God, in faint and 
broken accents. He expres: ssed the most lively sense of the 
Jove and goodness of his heavenly Father, in the comfort and 
support afforded him, , declared himseif to be * Jess than 
the least of all the mercies” he enjoyed. Being asked at 
one time how his sleep fat he replied, ‘I get very little 
sleep; but, blessed be God, my meditations are sweet in the 
sleeple ss nights which are appointed untome.’ ‘Thus did the 
Keeper of Isracl, who watched around his bed, soften his af- 
fiction, and sive him “songs in the night.’’ "He expressed 
an entire dependence on the merits of his Saviour, and look- 
ed tothe blood of atonement alone for pardon and salvation. 
‘None but Christ,? was the constant language of his heart ; 
and none but Christ could have aflorded him that * joy un- 
speakable, and full of glory,” which he possessed in the midst 
of bodily langour and decay. He spoke with strong emo- 
‘ions of the wonderfal love of the compassionate Redeemer in 

dying for sinners, and lamented that he was not more thank- 
ful for such an “ unspeakable eift.” He appeared every day 
to be ripening for glory, and becoming more meet for the 
blessed society above. 

Two days before his departure, he said to the writer of this 
memoir, ‘T long to be dissolved, and to be with Christ.’ Be- - 
ing reminded that God’s time Is the best time, and that “ He 
who doth all things well,” would in his own good time re- 
lease him out of all his afflic tions, ‘Oh yes, he replied, ‘in 
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all things his holy will be done.’? He joined with uncommon 
fervour in the prayers which were offered up for him, and 
took great delight both in social and secret prayer. A short 
time before his death, speaking of the mercy and goodness 
which had followed him through the whole of his pilgrimage, he 
said with lively feelings of gratitude, ** Bless the Lord, O my 
soul, and all that is within me, bless his holy name. Whom 
have I in heaven, but thee? and there is none upon earth 
that I desire in comparison of thee.”” When some of the con- 
solatory promises of Scripture were repeated to him, and he 
was reminded that he who had promised was faithful, and 
would infallibly fulfil his promises, he replied with great 
earnestness, ‘ He will, most assuredly, for “ all the promises 
of God in him are yea, and in him amen.” ’ His memory 
was stored with these precious promises, and he now found 
the comfort which arises from a familiar acquaintance with 
the contents of the Bible. ‘The correspondence which he had 
long maintained with that “ Friend who sticketh closer than 
a brother,” taught him where to apply for succour, now that 
all human help was vain. He found his Saviour a present 
help in this time of trouble. Whilst contemplating bis cross, 
and meditating on his love, he could say with full assurance, 
* ‘Though I should walk through the valley of the shadow of 
death, f will fear no evil ; for thou art with me, thy rod and 
thy staff they comfort me.” ‘Through all his trials and af- 
flictions, he was strengthened and sustained by the tender 
Shepherd, who “ carrieth the lambs of his flock in his bosom.” 
The prospects of this young Christian brightened as the hour 
of his departure was approaching. He anticipated the joys 
on which he was about to enter, and saw with the eye of faith 
the convoy of angels prepared to conduct him to his ever- 
lasting home. On the 24th day of May, 1821, he departed 
this mortal life, ‘in sure and certain hope of a glorious resur- 
rection to eternal life, through the merits of our Lord Jesus 
Christ. His sufferings are now for ever at an end, and his 
wearisome nights willreturn no more. The Saviour in whom 
he trusted, has wiped away all tears from hiseyes ; has presen- 
ted him with a golden harp, and a crown of glory ; and admit- 
ted him into “ fulness of joys and pleasures for evermore.” 
Thus lived, and thus died this bright example of early piety. 
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Farewell, dear youth !—thy race is run, 
Thy painful days are past ; 

Thy life of glory has begun, 
And shall for ever last. 


The tender Saviour from above 
Soon mark’d thee as his own, 

Call’d thee to share his wond’rous love, 
His suff’rings, and his throne. 


His gracious call thou didst obey, 
Like Samuel, in thy bloom, 

Prepar’d for years on earth to stay, 
Or meet an early tomb. 


Child of affliction ! sharply tried, 
Thy youth was pass’d in pain ; 

But grace thy trials sanctified, 
To thee to die was gain. 


Now rob’d in garments white as snow, 
With harp and crown of gold, 

Where pleasure’ s streams for ever flow, 
Thou liv’st ’midst joys untold. 


May every youth like thee be led 
T'o seek the things cn high: 
That so, when number’d with the dead, 
He yet may never die. H. 


es) 


THE GRATITUDE OF OSMAN, 


A grateful mind, 
By owing, owes not, but still pays, 
At once indebted, and discharged. Minton. 





Topal Osman at the age of twenty-five, was appointed to 
éarry dispatches from the Sultan to the Bashaw of Grand 
Cairo. His ship was attacked in her passage by a Spanish 
Privateer of superior force. Here he gave the first specimen 
of that intrepiditv by which he often signalized himself af- 
terwards; at length, after an obstinate contest, wherein he 

was dangerously wounded, Osman was compelled to yield ! 

The privateer put into | Malta with her prize, and the com- 
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mander of the port went on board. This was Vincent Ar- 
naud, a native of Marseilles, to whom Osman, still intent up- 
on the orders with which he had been intrusted, addressed 
himself thus: * Can you do a generous action ? ransom me 
and take my word, you shall lose nothing by it.” 

Such a request from a slave in his chains is not common, 
but there was something in the manner in which it was de- 
livered, that strack Vincent Arnaudso much that although the 
captain of the privateer rated his ransom at 1000 sequins, 
that is about £500. English, the request was nevertheless 
complied with! and after taking all proper care of his wounds, 
Arnaud, upon his further request, lent him a vessel of his own 
to carry him to Cairo. 

Osman, in a short time arrived, and delivered the orders, 
with which he had been charged to the Bashaw. He then 
sent back the vessel, together with the ransom, and five hun- 
dred crowns more, and some rich furs, as a present to his 
benefactor; then setting out for Constantinople, he was him- 
self the first who brought the news of his slavery. ais? 

During the remainder of his life, Osman continued to testi- 
fy his gratitude for the favours that had been done to him. 
His courage and conduct having raised him to the post of 
Seraskier, or General in chief in the Morea; he lost no time 
in acquainting Vincent Arnaud with his promotion. Hesent 
for his son, made him large presents, and by granting him priv- 
ileges in the way of trade, soon put him in the way of acquir- 
ing a goodestate. He even distinguished all the French who 
traded to the Morea, by particular marks of kindness and 
protection, 

fis abilities advanced him ina few years more, to the dig- 
nity of Beglerbeg, or chief governor of Romania. Again he 
sent for Arnaud and his son; treated them with such marks 
of distinction, as are there, seldom shewn to a christian, and 
loaded them with presents. 

At lengthin 1731, being advanced to the highest dignity in 
the Ottoman empire, and inade Grand Vizier! he once more 
sent to Malta for his old benefactor, When Arnaud and his 
son arrived at Constantinople, they were received by the 
Grand Vizier, in presence of the great officers of state, with 
every mark of affection; before whom he gave a public detail 
of the favours which the generous Arnaud had fermerly 
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shewn him. “Iwas aslave,” said he, “loaded with chains 
and covered with wounds; this is the man who redecm- 
ed and saved me! This is my benefactor! To him I am 
indebted for life, liberty, fortune, and every thing i enjoy, 
Without knowing me, he paid a large ransom for me, sent 
me away upon my bare word, and gave mea ship to car- 
ry me whither I pleased. Where is even a Mussulman capa- 
ble of an action of such generosity ?” He afterwards confer- 
red with them ia private, divested of all state and ceremony, 
enriched them with presents, and procured them great com- 
mercial advantages. 

As his gratitude was without bounds, he seemed desirous 
to conviice his benefactor that his liberality was the same. 
His conduct was great and noble, and superior to all affecta- 
tion ; and must appear the more generous upon this occasion, 
when we consider the contempt and aversion of the Turks 
against the Christians, and that the above acknowledgment 
was made before his whole court ! 


OBSERVATIONS. 


This very interesting anecdote is taken fram Hanway’s . 
Travels. The lessons it contains are numerous and impor- 
tant In the capture of Osman, we see how liable we are to 
misfortunes and disappointments, and that in the midst of our 
troubles, help comes to us wh«re we had no reason to expect 
it. The generosity of Arnaud is also remarkable: his exten- 
sive bounty was conferred upon a stranger, and Samaritan- 
like, upon one with whom he had no dealings) A generous 
action seldom goes unrewarded, and sooner or later will be 
returned with ample interest. "There are manv who forget 
past favours, the chief butler soon forget Joseph; and high 
stations frequently raise men so high that they lose sight al- 
together of the affairs of the humble vale they have left. But 
Osman rem: mbered his benefactor, he prospered, and he 
availed himself of his prosperity to heap blessings upon Ar- 
naud. His gratitude was constant as well as abundant, and 
he answered the description contained in the followiag lines : 


“There was a man (though some did count him mad,) 
The more be gaye away, the more he had.” 











But reader! I must not finish with Osman; I can tell you 
of one that was brought into a state of captiv:'ty by his own 
rebellion, and of one that redeemed him, without intreaty, at 
the expence not merely of his property, but of his Life, and 
amiable as was the conduct of Arnaud, it was nothing when 
compared with the conduct of Jesus. No, when we were 
enemies he redeemed us not with corruptible things as silver 
and gold, but with his own infinitely precious blood, a price 
sO great, that 


——“ Though curious to compute, 
Archangels failed, to cast the mighty sum !” 





And shall Osman, a Turk, manifest such gratitude to 
Arnaud, and shall not we manifest our gratitude to Jesus ? 
Yes! and where is the christian who will not say “waar 
SHALL I RENDER? Who will not bring the first fruits of his 
gains and acquirements and present tothe Lord ? The grati- 
tude of Osman was not one effort, and that as a discharge 
from obligation, No ! he continued as often as he was eleva- 
ted, to acknowledge his debt to his benefactor. 

What a lesson to us all! How little have we done if the 
service of God! Where is our zeal, and where our energies ? 
The wants of the church are many and various; Sunday 
School Teachers, Missionaries, Collectors for Bible Associa- 
tions, &c. &c. Here personal service is required :—Read- 
ers! offer such service to Christ your benelactor. Ye who 
prosper in the world and who increase every year in riches! 
think who gave you this increase, and say what shall I render? 
Say not you have done enough already ; ; Freely you have 
received, freely gwe,”’ and when indolence or covetousness 
would enervate your exertions, and attempt to lessen your 
obligations to the Son of God, THINK OF THE GRATITUDE OF 
OsMAN. R. C. 
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AN ANTIDOTE FOR THE ILLS OF LIFE, 


Since the fatal day which introduced sin into our world, 
misery in one shape or another has beenan attendant on 
man. In his hasty passage through transient life he ,is ex- 
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posed to evils of various kinds. Man that is born of a 
woman is of few days and fud/ of trouble.” ¢ Affliction is his 
sure inheritance. His guilty passions have*filled the earth 
with violence and rendered it one vast field of blood. Alas! 
Whose heart does not melt within him, when he contemplates 
the woes of human life r 

What a series of complicated wretchedness, does the page 
of History exhibit. ‘ihe annals of man present us with a 
gloomy picture of cisquietude and guilt, and horrid war. We 
can scarcely take up a news paper, but our hearts are pained 
by a recital of piracies, robberies, fatal disasters, and the 
ravages of death. Amongst all your circles of acquaintances, 
select the one whose situation seems most enviable, whose 
sea of lite seems least ruffled by storms and tempests —ask 
hin if perfect happiness is his ? It is most likely you will 
find some secret inlelicity poisons his peace—some restless 
anxiety rankles in his heart and embitters his joys. 

If we ourselves are at this moment exempted from a share 
in the troubles and distresses of life—it our dwellings do not 


echo with the groans of the pained,and the dying; yet thou- 


sands of our race are now suffering all the sad variety of 
grief. Yesilken sons of pleasure! ye daughters of luxury 
and ease! Pause for a moment—suspend those fascinating 
amusements which may stifle, but can never drown your cares, 
and take a view of the woes of your fellow-creatures. Some 
are at this instant writhing on beds of pain—counting the 
lagguig moments as they heavily move on, and wishing for 
ihe last. At night they say would to God it were motning, 
and in the morning when will the day be gone! Some are 
tossed on the boisterous ocean, far from the land that gave 
them birth, and in jeopardy every hour. The storm rises— 
their shattered bark can ill sustain the fury of the winds and 
waves. ‘Lhey lock around for succour, but succour there is 
none. No friendly hand is extended for their relief. The 
surge of death passes over them! One shriek of horror and 
despair—and all is over! The murmuring winds sing their 
death dirge. and their shroud is the white foam of ocean !—How 
many are confined in dreary prisons, shut out from all] the 
pleasures of social and domestic life—wearing out a cheerless 
existence, without comfort, without hope, and looking to 
death as their only deliverer. What numbers of our race 
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are made wretched by the pinching hand of poverty. They 
toil and drudge from day to day, to earn a scanty pittance, 
which ill supplies the wants of arising family. With weep- 
ing eyes, and hearts full of anguish, they behold those dear to 
them as life itself, spreading out their little hands for a sus- 
tenance which they cannot give. Daughter of gaiety! Go 
to the dreary cottage where want and disease resides. Be- 
hold the forlorn state of the poor, and while the tear of gen- 
erous pity glistens in your eye, let the hand of charity be ex- 
tended to their relief. Spare some of these ornaments with 
which you embellish a fading, dying form, to cause the widows 
heart to sing for joy ; and you shall know a heart felt pleas- 
ure which the splendid ball-room, and the haunts of fashion, 
never gave. 

Some are at this moment standing on the very brink of life, 
just ready to lanch into an untried and awful eternity! In 
vain they struggle, in vain they cling to life. Death is an 
enemy not to be repulsed. They behold dear friends and 
relatives—the companions of their pilgrimage, whose society 


has been the solace of many a gloomy hour, now watching © 


for their expiring breath, and counting the feeble and unsteady 
pulse which will shortly beatno more. My reader, imagine 
for a moment the horror of a field of battle. See man in 
dire array against his fellow man. How brightly gleam the 
fatal instruments of death! The horrible work of slaughter 
begins. Maultitudes fall on every side. The ear is stunned 
with the groans and shrieksof thedying. The earth drinks 
the warm life-blood of thousands. Long shall the tears of 
the widow flow, and the orphan weep for his sire. Long 
shall the man of gray lecks look in vain for the son of his 
hopes. 

My youthful reader, think much of these things, and weep 
because sin is inthe world! Sin is the cause of all our woe. 
Yes, itis sin which has deluged our world with biood—which 
has made it vocal with moans of agony, and shrieks ef death, 
and caused it to become one vast cemetery. But is there no 
remedy ? “ [s there no balm in Gilead, is there no physician 
there ?” Is there no antidote for this deadly poison which has 
so deeply infected all our race ? Thanks be to God! there is 

a bright spot inthis dark picture. In the midst of this dismal 
and lowering sky, shines a star of peace. “ Jt is the star of 
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Bethlehem !”? The Gospel of Christ unfolds a blessed remedy, 
a cure for every pain,a balm for every wound. Here is the 
great, the infallible Physician. All diseases are at his con- 
trol—he is mighty to save. Go then to the crossof Calvary! 
Behold the man! Behold, he bleeds—he gasps—he dies ! 
Was ever love like this? And yet man, fool man, rejects his 
love—holds fast the chains which bind his soul to misery and 
sin—seeks physicians of no value—spends his money for 
that which is not bread—and perishes! perishes eternally! 
O folly! O madness! The language of mortals was never 
made to describe it! The ages of eternity will afford suffi- 
cient time to bewail it! Ye careless thoughtless ones, who 
live in security, regardless of God—regardless of that all com- 
passionate, all precious Redeemer, who died to save you, 
who delight in the vain and dying joys of earth, and cast off 
fear and restrain prayer before God. Remember the days 
of darkness, for they too shall be many. Believe me, the day 
will come when the enchanting viol will lose its melody, and 
your icy limbs refuse to move in the sprighily dance—your 
joy will be turned into heaviness. ‘The sins which now charm 
you, will at last bite like a serpent and sting like an adder.” 
Your choicest draughts of pleasure will be turned into worm- 
wood. Othat you would consider these things before it is 
for ever too late ! O that you would exchange these unsatis- 
fying, dying joys, for that peace which Jesus gives—which 
will support your soul in every trouble—-which will carry you 
genily down the vale of life, and soiten the pillow of death. 

Ye hopeless and forlorn creatures, who are now drinking 
deeply of afflictions’ bitter*cup—who go mourning from day 
to day, and wet your couch withtears. There is an eye which 
beholds your sorrows—there is a hand which proffers you 
relief. It is that eye which poured tears over the grave of 
Lazarus—it is that hand which was wounded for your trans- 
gressions. Do you doubt his ability or readiness to help 
you? Read the record of his pilgrimage on earth. His feet 
never moved but onan errand of love. He is the same now. 
Come humbly to histhrone. ‘Tell him of all your sins and 
all your woes. He will bind up your broken heart—He will 
pour the oil of joy into your wounded spirit, and you will feel 
that you are made whole. 

Let all rejoice ia the prospect of that auspicious and dee 
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lightful day, when Jesus shall reign a thousand years in our 
earth. Then shall the sorrows of man be soothed into peace. 
The wilderness shall rejoice and blossom as the rose. The 
restless passions of our guilty race shall be tamed, and the earth 
be full of the glory of the Lord. ‘* Come thou desire of na 
tions, come !” VERONICA. 


es 


HISTORY OF DICK SIMMONS. 


(Continued from page 23.) 


During the first year of his apprenticeship, it pleased God 
to pour out his Spirit upon the place where he resided, and 
to excite a very general enquiry among the young people. 
Many were deeply impressed with the value of their gouls 
and the necessity of fleeing to Christ for salvation. Saun- 
ders was one of thisnumber. He was naturally sober, honest 
and well disposed ; but he knew nothing of the plague of his 
own heart. At length the commandment came, and ‘he felt” 
his?misery and guilt, and was led to,enquire in earnest, what 
he must do to be saved. He wished for frequent opportuni- 
ties to attend upon religious meetings. Mr. Porter was will- 
ing to gratify him in most cases, though he was rather hostile 
to the work of reformation. He would sometimes discover 
the enmity of his heart to divine truth, by speaking reproach- 
fully of conference and prayer meetings. He said he could 
see no reason why so much ado should be made about reli- 
gion: why people should run mad, &c. If aman was honest 
in his dealings, kind to the poor, attentive to the duties of his 
station, punctual to public worship on the Sabbath, he believ- 
ed he would do well enough hereafter. It did not occur to 
him that a man might do all thesethings and yet refuse to give 
God his heart, and feel no love for his character. Saunders 
was greatly distressed because of his sins; he saw himself to 
be a ruined sinner, and deserving the displeasure of God. 
This led him to seek salvation through the meriis of the Sav- 
iour, and God was pleased to hear his prayers, and grant him 
peace. He was induced to give himself to God,and to choose 
his service as his delight. [He now felt the worth of time aud 
improved every moment in the best manner. fe was very 
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conscientious, and would never take the time of his master, 
even to read the scriptures, though he greatly delighted in 
them ; but as soon as he had finished his work, he repaired to 
bis chamber and spent his time in reading and praying. 

When Saunders felt that he had chosen the Lord for his por- 
tion, and experienced the happiness resulting from his service, 
he greatly desired that his friend and companion should share 
in his joys. He ventured one day to open his mind to him 
freely, and exhorted him toseek God. Atfirst Simmons ap- 
peared very indifferent,and even treated the subject with con- 
tempt. But one evening he was persuaded to attend a meet- 
ing, and heard a yery solemn discourse from Seame words, 
“there is no peace saith my God to the wicked.” His atten- 
tion was rivited to the preacher, and he felt that the descrip- 
tion of a wicked man was applicable to himself; he knew 
that he had never enjoyed true peace, and he was convinced 
that he must be miserable for ever if he continued insin. He 
returned home in great distress of mind, and begged his friend 
to pray for him; he said he now saw himself to be a great 
sinner and feared there was no mercy for him. He continu- 
ed in this frame for several days; attended every meeting, 
and took every opportunity to read the Bible and converse 
with pious people. The heart of Saunders was greatly re- 
joiced to see the change which had taken place in his com- 
panion, aud he promised himself great happiness in the re- 
maining portion of the time which they had to spend togeth- 
er. Mr. P. observed that Dick appeared different from what he 
had done ; that he was more industrious, sober-minded, obe- 
dient, and pleasant ; that he was commouly occupied in read- 
ing the Bible, when he had leisure ; that he forsook the soci- 
ety of vicious boys, and associated entirely with those of an op- 
posite character. The outward change was more appar- 
entin Simmons than in Saunders; and Mr. P. began to think 
that there was something in religion, more than mere outside 
show, ifit could produce such an alteration as he saw in Dick. 
Butalas! this state of things did not continuelong. His pie- 
ty was like “ the morning cloud and early dew, which passeth 
away.” ‘There was nothing in religion congenial to the feel- 
ings of his heart. The unclean Spirit which had gone out of 
him, soon returned with seven others, and took up his abode 
in bis heart ; and his last state was worse than the first. The 
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corruptions of his heart, which had been checked for a little 
moment, now returned with an overwhelming tide, which bore 
away all before it. Simmons now threw off all disguise and 
sinned witha high hand. Saunders would sometimes gently 
admonish him of his faults, and entreat himto consider the end 
of his ways ; but he would generally treat him with coutempt 
and ridicule all seriousness. ‘The apostacy of Dick tended to 
confirm Mr. P. in his opposition to vital religion. He was 
led to distrust the genuineness of the whole work of grace, 
because afew did not hold the beginning of their confi- 
dence steadfast tothe end. So trueis it, “the natural man, 
&c.” Simmons, as might be expected waxed worse and 
worse. In order to quiet his conscience, which would some- 
times upbraid him, he endeavoured to persuade himself that 
teligion was all a farce; that all who professed any belief in 
it, were either deluded enthusiasts or canting hypocrites. He 
strove to fortify himself in these sentiments by reading such 
infidel writings as he could find, and he was successful ia 
some instances, of perverting the minds of some sober youths. 
His conduct was such as might naturally be expected would . 
result from his principles. He embraced every opportunity 
to visit those places of idle resort, which are too numerous in 
populous towns, where he could find companions to his taste 5 
and at one of the meetings which he frequently attended, a 
quarrel arose, in which he was implicated, and to avoid a 
prosecution he thought best to flee. He was now nineteen 
yeers old, and was a good workman at his trade, and might 
have gained an honest living by his industry. But he could 
not bring his mind to the idea of patient labour: he wished 
to see the world, and to enjoy life without the trouble of work. 
One day as he stopped at a tavern to rest himself, he fell into 
conversation with a tin pedler, who told him many fine sto- 
ries: he assured him that he might readily find employment 
in the same Jine, and freely offered to recommend him to his 
employer, who would be glad to hire him. This plan ex- 
actly suited the roving disposition of Simmons, and be cor- 
dially accepted the proposal of his new friend, who readily 
instructed him in all the little acts of deceit and wickedness 
which are so often practiced by persons of that character. 
Simmons and the pedler travelled on together, and in afew 
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days came to the place where tin ware was manufactured up» 
on a large scale. Simmons soon struck up a bargain, and was 
furnished with a horse, and cart, and aload of ware; receiv- 
ed his directions and set off on his first tour. © This bosiness 
very well coincided with Dick’s disposition ; he was shrewd 
and capable; he had no regard to trath or honesty, and on 
every occasion would overreach those with whom he traded, 
if possible. He soon emptied his cart, and returned to his 
employer, and rendered a faithful account of his trust. He 

was furnished with another load, and set out a second time. 
During his first tour, he learned. many new acts of cheating : 
he took care on the present trip to provide himself with a 
quantity of breast-pins and other trinkets, in imitation of gold : 
they cost a mere trifle; but he had the address to pursaade 
many persons that they were real gold, and he sold many of 
them for more than ten times the cost. He also procured a 
number of watches, commonly called Crissicol, being a com- 
position, which when highly gilded, nearly resembles Jewel- 
ers gold. These he also sold for gold watches, at an ad- 
vance of eight times the cost: he could sometimes exchange 
them for valuable silver watches, and get considerable boot, 
or he would barter them for horses. He was now growing 
rich ata high rate; and deeming the business of peddling rather 
to low, and feeling the drudgery too great, he sold his cart 
and load at once, and did not care to return the money to the 
owner. It is an old proverb, “those whom the devil drives, 
go furieusly.”. This was remarkably verified in the case be- 
foreus. Dick had acquired a considerable sum of money by 
his fraudulent practices : he dressed himself like a gentleman, 
mounted a fine horse, and pushed forward toa part of the coun- 
try where he was not known, thinking that “to-morrow would 
be as this day, and more abundant.” He imagined that he 
was in the morning of a bright and beautiful day, that would 
never be obscured bya cloud. “ But the triumphing of the 
wicked is short.”” Because sentence against an evil work is 
not speedily executed, “ the heart of the sons of men is fully set 
in them to do evil.” 


{To be continued.) 














Epistolary Correspondence. 


COMMUNICATED FOR THE GUARDIAN. 


CORRESPONDENCE BETWEEN A YOUNG CON- 
VERT AND AN ADVANCED CHRISTIAN. 


LETTER NO. I. 


Dec. 18, 1821. 
My very Dear Frrenp,— 

You can hardly imagine ‘the pleasure you gave me by 
proposing a correspondence. The proposition was, I am 
sensible, wholly gratuitous, as you could expect no return; 
and was dictated by the purest regard to my best interest. I 
shall be indulged in such freedom, as to render your experi- 
ence, and accurate observation of men, which have furnished 
you with a key to the most retired chambers of the heart, 
useful to me. I feel as if I were entering a new world, and 
can yet discern men only as trees walking. I need a guide: 
And you can lead me in this untried path. To God first of 
all I look indeed, and in him trust. Most heartily do I reply 
yes, to that tender inquiry, ‘“ Wilt thou not from this time 
cry unto me, My Father, thou art the guide of my youth.” It 
is a most delightful thought that we may thus cry unto God, 
Though earthly friends may forsake, there is no fear that God 
will leave usin any “ distressful hour.” He pitieth his child- 
ren, and is not ignorant of their dangers, he will be, and has 
been better to them than their fears. 

Speak a word of caution to me. Do not be delicate of 
wounding my feelings _Itis better to pierce me, than to suf- 
fer me to pierce my Saviour. You will pardon me if I say 
Itremble greatly. The mariner who rides ov an unknown sea 
is always fearful; but when he beholds the shore strewed with 
wrecks his fears rise to trembling agitation. Some of my 
companions with whom I embarked, in whose society I had 
spent hours of the sweetest fellowship, and whose prospects 
were far brighter than my own, have already disowned their 
Saviour, and made, it is too much to be feared, ship wreck 
of the faith. They had been caressed and flattered ; their con- 
versation, their notes of praise, their zeal for the honour of God 
had been as the voice of the charmer in the ears of us all—it was 
as though an Angel spoke when they led the devotion of our 
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praying circle. But like the morning cloud, and the early 
dew, their goodness has passed away. Weeping friends have 
said all, and done all in their power without effect; and even 
pious loving parents are almost ready to write down, as their 
inevitable alotment, ‘the blackness of darkness for ever.’? 
They have fought against God and he has left them. Oh! 
‘they are fallen, thou knowest, from what height, to what 
depth.’ 

This, Dear friend, this apalling fact alarms my fears and 
quickens my diligence. The dread of its recurrence in my 
own case compels me to request you to be plain. I would 
not check the tide of thankfulness which my friends undoubt- 
edly feel, much less would I crucify my Saviour afresh, and 
I think, I would rather suffer annihilation than live for ever 
banished from his presence. I think I do love him, but this 
thought does not make it so. Judas thought he loved his 
Lord, the foolish virgins supposed they were in readiness to 
meet the bridegroom, and those multitudes appear to have 
been eminently pious who shall in vain cry “ Lord, Lord, 
open unto us, when he shall come to award righteous judg- 
ment to his friends, and his incorrigible enemies. 

What are the peculiar feeling of the christian by which he 
may read his title clear, and how may he know his heavenly 
calling? He has fears, and joys, desire and aversion, affec- 
tion and opposition like other men What has he, which 
they have not? There is real grace, no doubt, and there are 
the counterfeits of it. How may genuine grace be distin- 
guished from what is like it? “ *Tisa pointl long to know” 
To ascertain it I have read, with a degree of diligence, my 
own heart under every possible circumstance, I have noticed 
the lives and experience of the best christians, and the Bible 
I have endeavoured to make the standard of constant refer- 
ence. Still I grope in darkness. 

It is tree my sorrows are not the unmingled anguish of 
despair. I tremble in hope. Sometimes the light streams 
along upon the moi ning sky, and seems to promise the perfect 
day; but the sun still lingers beneath the eastern mountains 
reluctant to rise and unwilling to retire. My heart often 
speaks of joys, not indeed unspeakable and full of glory, but 
calm and delightful though transient. Perhaps these joys are 
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only illusive and too numerous ; sufficient to lull into fatal se- 
curity, but are not the fruits of complacency in the holy char- 
acter of God. False joys are more dangerous than ground- 
less fears ; they may ruin the soul for ever, while the latter 
can only cause weeping for a night, but heavenly felicity dur- 
ing an everlasting day. 

I feel myself to be beset by foes. Aid me by your prayers 
and advice. With gratitude and eagerness shall I listen to 
what you say “And may the Lord Jesus, of his overflowing 
fulness , bless you and yours inall things. Believe me, 

Yours very affectionately, PHORMIO. 


—— 
COMMUNICATED FOR THE GUARDIAN. 
A LETTER. 
A letter by Mrs. E—— T——, when supposed to be on her 


a bed, to her child, then an infant, desiring ‘that it” 
ight not ‘be opened until he should be able to read tt. 





My Dear BeLovep Wit1am, 

When you are capable of reading these lines, the hand 
that wrote them will be mouldered into dust. . If God had 
prolonged my life, it would have been my delight to have in- 
structed you in his fear, and to have cultivated in your infant 
heart, reverence and gratitude to your Creator. But the Al- 
mighty, who cannot err, for wise ends, has appointed a sepa- 
ration. He is about to take me from this vale of sin and 
misery, to celebrate his praises, and to admire his glorious per- 
fections in his heavenly kingdom. I cannot leave the world 
without bequeathing to my beloved child, a few instruc- 
tions :—my dying advice, which, so far as agreeable to the 
word of God, I humbly beseech him to give you grace to 
value. 

I commit you to the care of your dear departed father’s 
mother in Scotland, your grandmother, who I am sure will 
love you, and if it please God to spare her life, wi!] do her 
utmost to have you brought up in the christian religion; a 
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blessing for which you can never be sufficiently thankful. I 
entreat you, I charge you, as you shall answer it, at the dread- 
ful day of judgment, that you love and serve your God, in 
sincerity and in truth; otherwise, she who brought you into 
the world with sorrow, will, at last, rejoice in your just con- 
demuation. Iadmonish you to love the Bible, to read it 
with attention, and pray to God to enlighten your understand- 
ing, that you may know ana approve the glorious truths 
which that blessed book contains. ‘To reading, add medita- 
tion. Do not read it asa history in which you are no way con- 
cerned; but remember, it is the word of him who is not a man 
like yourself. It contains the sacred oracles of truth—it is the 
word of that God who is periect and holy in all his ways—it 
is the book by which your heart and actions will be tried. 
Try yourself by it repeatedly, and endeavour to make your- 
self well acquainted with its contents. But, my dear child, 
to reading and meditation, you must add fervent prayer. Con- 
sider yourself as you really are, a sinner by nature and prac- 
tice; in sin you were conceived and brougut forth; by the 
disobedience of one man sin entered the world, but by the 
obedience of one many are made righteous. This one who 
took compassion on Adam’s lost race, is no other than the 
Son of God. This prince of peace was the sinner’s only 
friend, who gave his life a sacrifice for sin: he gave his lifea 
sacrifice for you, my dear child, if you do but believe on him. 
Oh! reject him not, bat give yourself up a willing sacrifice 
to his service. You will find his ways to be ways of pleas- 
antness, and all his paths peace—a peace which the world 


knows not bing of, which it can neither give nor take away. 
[ entreat you to honeur and obey your dear grandmother 


and grandfather. Honour your father and mother is the first 
commandment with promise. My poor, dear child, it has 
pleased God to deprive you of both. But I hope and trust 
you will find both in her to whose care [ have committed you. 
My dear William, obey her in all things. I do not mean on- 
ly. that you are to obey her commands, you ought Jikewise, 
always toreverence her person and character, and make her 
interest the object of your attention. Should you ever be en- 
trusted with the concerns of business, punctually fulfil the 


trust reposed in 1, with diligence, alacrity and delight. » ’ 


Ingratiate yourself into your employer’s favour, by the most 
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endearing and observant behaviour, and always, whether 
in his presence or absence, behave towards him with that 
respect which is his due. Again, I entreat you, my dear 
boy, to be lowly in heart. Pride banished angels from hap- 
piness in heaven, to the lowest depths of misery in hell. The 
scripture declares that whosoever exaiteth himself shall be 
abused, but whosoever humbleth himself shall be exalted. A 
proud person is always an ignorant one: seek, therefore, of 
the Lord the true knowledge of yourself, and then be proud if 
you can. Imitate the character of our Lord, and you will be 
a pattern of humility. Despise not the poor, but administer 
to their necessities as far as you areable. Save your pocket 
money and dedicate it to the Lord’s poor, and he will abun- 
dantly repay you. Love retirement, and be more fond of 
being alone, than of letting your tongue run in company. 
Thus you will improve your mind, and be qualified to act, 
either in public or in private life. Be not bitter against your 
enemies; if youcannot turn their hearts, pray for them. In 
this way you will heap coals of fire upon their heads, and. 
constrain them to admire your conduct. Be not ashamed of 
the cross of Christ ; it is the christian’s g!ory—it is the power 
of God unto salvation. Love the people of God, and culti- 
vate an acquaiutance with them. ‘They are the excellent of 
the earth, and it is for their sakes that the world is upheld. 
But, my dear child, you must not consider all those as the 
people of Christ, who make professions of hisname. He had 
but twelve apostles, and one of them was a devil. Many 
call him, Lord, to promote their own ends, to whom, in the 
great day, he will say, “ Depart from me, I never knew you.” 
Be not content with the shell, but seek for the kernal of true 
christianity. Love the house and public worship of God 
—that you may say, with David, “ My soul longeth, yea, 
even fainteth for the courts of the Lord. I had rather be a 
door-keeper in the house of my God, than dwell in the tents 
of wickednesss.”’ Go not with unhallowed lips into the sanc- 
tuary, but let your heart and voice join in singing the Saviour’s 
praise. Keep the Lord’s day holy Let no work be done 
by you on it, but what is absolutely necessary, and such as 
you will be able to answer for at the great day. 

I mean, especially, when you shall be your own master, 
devote the Lord’s day to religious exercises, to public wor- 
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ship, private reflection, reading, and to earnest prayer for 
yourself, your family and friends, the nation to which you 
belong, and the world at large. Pray for that happy time, 
when the kingdoms of the world shall become the kingdoms 
of the Lord and of his Christ. Be not fond of visiting on 
this holy day, but rather of retirement. Every Lord’s day, 
thus sanctified, will promote your advantage and comfort in 
time, and your meetness for the Eternal Sabbath. 

Now, my dear and much Joved child, nothing remains but 
to bid you a last farewell. May the blessing of the God of 
Abraham, the God of Isaac, and the God of Jacob rest upon 
yeu. May he pour plentifully into your heart the riches of 
his grace, that you may grow up as the cedars of Lebanon— 
may you be a tree of righteousness of the Lord’s own planting 
-——may you be adorned with every grace of the Holy Spirit, 
that all around you may see that you belong to Jesus. May 
your will be sweetly sunk in the will of God—may you be a 
sincere penitent, a tiue convert, and a sound believer— may 
you be dead to the world and all things in it, and your life be 
hid with Christ in God. At length may you finish your 
course with joy. When dying pangs come upon you, when 
death’s cold sweat bedews your face, and the soul sits, as it 
were upon the quivering lips, ready to take its everlasting 
flight—may you then, rejoicing in the Redeemer’s complete 
atonement, and triumphing over death and his sting, be con- 
ducted by angels to the realms of eternal day. There, I 
trust with your dear father, to meet you, and the rest of our 
dear family, and unite with you in admiring and praising the 
adorable perfections of our God and Saviour. ‘Till that bles- 
sed period— adieu ! 

Your affectionate Mother, E—— T—. 


mee ee 


EXTRACTS. 
(Continued from page 29.) 


This life to the worldling is one continued dream—a fairy 
land in which his senses are bewildered—an ignis fatuus 
which still leads on the miserable wanderer in the pursuit of © 
what he never attains, till death breaks the enchantment, — 
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and the wretched victim of his own follies awakened to en. 
conceivable woe. 

But if life is a dream to others, it is not so to the Caristian. 
It is with him the morning of eternity ; he wakes and watch- 
es, while those around him sleep, and enjoys all the blissful 
realities of certain existence. ‘The day-spring from on high 
diffuses its light through his soul, while many of his fellow- 
travellers are enveloped in darkness. With him, time loses 
its fleetness, the world its follies, and the grave its terrors. He 
stands upon a point, from whence he perceives all perishing 
around him; but though the earth should recede from his 
footsteps—even though the everlasting mountains may trem- 
ble, and perpetual hills may bow, yet he in exulting adora- 
tion stands fast, the immutable promises of Jehovah are his 
sure foundation, and the atoning blood of Christ his certain 
refuge. Life is withhim the glimmering twilight, chequered 
with clouds indeed, but irradiated with a ray of light divine, 
which at death dawns into everlasting day. 

Seon will my soul throw off this mortal covering, and like 
the bird stretching its wings for flight to seek a milder re gion — 
—when death’s cold wintry blast shall lay this body low, my 
soul shall soar on high to happier climes where are nochanges, 
where winter never enters, but a perpetual verdure crowns 
the year, and spring for ever reigns. 

How long shall this vile clay encase a soul immortal? O! 
I would wait thy bidding Lord, but still I pant for freedom, 
and long to make the blest exch: inge ; this earth for Heaven 
—sorrow for joys eternal—a prison for a crown—darkness 
for light—death for lite, and sin for holiness ;—a dreary desert 
for a heavenly city, not built with hands, which shal! endure 
for ever—where earth-born souls, cleansed by a Saviour’s 
blood shall walk the golden streets with harps rejoicing. 


oe 


LETTER FROM H. BUELL, DEAF AND DUMB. 


Extract of a letter from Henry Buell of Pittsford, Ver- 
mont, now at Hartford Asylum, dated Hartford, Nov. 
16, 1821. 


The circumstances which produced the letter, were the 
following. Mr. William Storer, a former acquaintance of 
VOL. Iv. | 6 














G2 Letter from H. Buell, Deaf and Dumb. 


his father, requested him to write, that he might have the 
pleasure of showing to his friends a specimen of his improve- 
ment, and his views of God and religion. Mr. Storer has 
obligingly handed us the original letter, with permission to 
make extracts for publication. The extractsare copied with- 
out the addition or alteration of aletter ora point. It is writ- 
ten ina fair, legiblehand. It is due to the young man to say, 
that although it is about three years since he was admitted to 
the Asylum, for want of funds he has been obliged to be ab- 
sent, nearly a year inthe time. He is the only child of his 
mother, she is an indigent widow, and has thus far support- 
ed him by soliciting contributions from the friends of humani- 
ty. Ifthis specimen of his improvement should induce any 
one, on whom she may call, to assist her to complete his ed- 
ucation, we shall feel richly rewarded for inserting the ex- 
tracts. 


“¢ My reEsPECTFUL FRIEND 
I have known you were well acquainted with my father, 
who was a goldsmith with you—I thank you for your kind- 
ness to him. God is my creator, and God is my preserver 
day and night, and I thank God, who blesses me for my good 
health. I regularly pray to God morning and evening. I 
had not known about Jesus Christ, and I had not believed 
Christ was the son of God before I went to the Asylum; I 
was very pleased with my instructor, who taught me much 
understanding of religion, I believe the truth of Christ is the 
son of God.—God is a being, anda spirit. He is the creator 
of the world He is the preserver of all the beings. He is 
very good, He is immeasurable, infinite, omnipotent, omni- 
resent, omniscient, invisible, merciful, just and good, I be- 
lieved Christ had healed all the blind to eye, and the lame to 
walk, and the sick to be very well and the Deaf and Dumb to 
spevk and hear with praise. I pity many Deaf and Dumb 
have not learned about God and Christ in the world, and the, 
Asia, and Africa heathen of the people have not ‘learned, 
about God and Christ, but the American Deaf and Dumb are 
instructed at they Asylum, and have much knowledge of the 
religion of Christ, I think we ‘love to pray to God morning 
and evening, and we truly repent and trust in Christ who will .. 
save us, | hope we shall be happy to meet in heaven,” 
| Evangelical Moniter. 



































A Vieiotis Youth Reclaimed. 
A VICIOUS YOUTH RECLAIMED. 


Extract from the First Report of the Liverpool Bethel 
Committee, Sept. 22, 1821. 


A youth about 17 or 18 years of age, waited upon one of 
the Secretaries of the Bethel Companies to purchase a Tract. 
He was asked, “ have you attended any of the Bethel 
Prayer Meetings on board ships r” * Yes the ast evening. 
Only yesterday I landed from my voyage—this afternoon [ 
am bound to Scotland to see my friends. Although that visit . 
to the Bethel Meeting was accidental, it has been the means 
of great consolation to my mind.” “ I am glad you found it 
so; was youunhappy ?” * Sir, I will relate what took place 
during my late voyage. I sailed from Londonin a Scotch ves- 
sel for the West Indies, second mate, the most profligate and 
abandoned wretch that ever sailed salt water, particularly 
for profane swearing. Our captain, though a good seaman 
and kind to his ship’s company, cared not either for his own 
soul or for the souls of his ship’s crew. We had been at sea 
about 16 days. It came on night, and it was my watch on 
deck. The night was dark and lowering, and but little wind 
at the time. We had most of our lower sails set. I was 
walking fore and aft on the leeward side of the ship, when a 
sudden puff of wind caused the{vessel to give a heavy lurch 5 
not prepared to meet it, I was capsized and came head on 
against one of the stanchions. Feeling much hurt, I gave | 
vent to my anger by a dreadiul, tremendous oath, cursing the 
wind, the ship, the sea, and, awful to say, the Being who 
made them. Scarce had this horrid oath escaped my lips, 
when it appeared to roll back upon my mind with so frightful 
an image, that I ran aft, and for a moment or two, thought I 
saw the sea parting, and the vessel going down. I tock the 
helm from the man who was at it, and put the ship’s head 
close to the wind: all that night my awful oath was passing 
before my eyes like a spectre, and its consequences my cer- 
tain damnation. For several days I was miserable, ashamed 
to say the cause. I asked one of the men if he had any book 
to lend me to read: he offered me a French novel by Ros- 
seau. Lasked ifhe hada Testament or a Bible. He answer- 
ed, was I going to die—he never troubled his head about Bi- 
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wi A Fragment. 


ble or Prayer Book ; he left all these notions to the Priest, to 
whom he left part of his pay to pray for him. If Ihad done 
so. I should not be so squeamish. ‘The captain I knew had 
a Bible, but 1 was unwilling toask the loan of it. 

Several days thus passed in the greatest torment, this 
dreadiul oath always before me, and the Devil (1 thought) 
speaking so loud I could hear him say—TI shall be damned ! 
—I shall be damned !—I could not pray, indeed I thought it 
of nouse. , On the 5th day, as 1 was turning over some 
things in my chest, 1 found some trifles 1 had purchased for 
sea stock, wrapped in paper—this piece of paper—( putting 
his hand at the same time into his jacket pocket, and from a 
small red case pulling out the paper—a leaf of the Bible, con- 
taining vearly the whole of the first chapter of Isaiah.) Oh 
how my heart throbbed when I found 1t a piece of the Bible.” 
At that moment the big tear fell from his eye—he pressed 
the leaf to his bosom, and cast his glistening eyes to Heaven. 
‘“‘ But, Sir, conceive what I felt when I read these words; 
‘"}hough your sins be as scarlet they shall be white as snow; 
though they be red like crimson, they shall be as wool.’ ” 
Here he paused to wipe the tears away: indeed my eyes 
needed wiping too. ‘“ O, Sir, like a drowning man I clung 
to this life-buoy ; on this I laid my soul, while the billows 
were going over me. Ithen prayed, and the Lord was gra- 
ciously pleased to remove in some measure the great guilt from 
my conscience—though I continued mournful and bowed 
down until iast evening, on board the May-tlower, I stowed 
away with the Bethel Company—there the Lord spoke my 
pardonand peace. I am now like poor Legion, going home 
to my friends and neighbours to tell them what great things 
the Lord has done for me. Farewell, Sir.” “ Farewell, my 
lad, the Lord go with you.” 


A FRAGMENT. 


The old fashioned Musical Instrument.—‘‘ Thy grand- 
mother,” said my uncle Toby, addressing himself to young 























Arabella, just from London, and who was playing the bat- © © 


tle of Marengo, on the Piano, “thy grandmother, child,” 
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said he, “ used to play upon a much better instrumeut than 
thine. 

‘Indeed,’ said: Arabella, ‘ how could it have been better ? 

ou know is is the most fashionable instrument, and used by 
every body thatis any thing.” 

‘“¢ Your grandmother was something and yet she never saw 
a piano forte.” 

‘But what was the name of the instrument? Had it 
strings, and was it played by keys?” 

‘You must give me time to recollect the name ; it was 
indeed a stringed instrument, but it was played by the hand.” 

‘ By the hand alone ?—how vulgar; but I protest 1 should 
like to see one, and papa shall buy me one when I return to 
London. Do you think that we can obtain one ?’ 

“No you will not probably find one in London, but doubt- 
less they may be found in some of the count: y towns.” 

‘How many strings had it? Must one play with both 
hands? and could one play th- double bass 

‘ I know not whether it would play the double bass as 
you call it, it was played with both hands and had two strings.” 

‘Two strings only ? surely you are jesting ; how could 
good miusic be produced from such an instrument, when thé 
piano has two or three hundred °’ 

“‘ ‘The strings were very long, one of them about fourteen 
feet ; the other might be lengthened at pleasure, even to fifty 
feet or more.” 

‘What a prodigious deal of room it must take up; but no 
matter, [ will have mine in the old hall, and papa may have 
an addition built to it, for he says I shall never want for any 
thing, and so does mama ; but what kind of sound did it make? 
Were the strings struck with little mallets like the piano, or 
were they snapped like the harpsichord ?’ 

‘“‘ Like neither of these instruments as I recollect, but it 
produced a soft kind of humming music, and was peculiarly 
delightful to the husband and relations of the farmer.” ; 

‘Oh as to pleasing one’s husband or relation, that is all 
Dickey in the Rau Ton, you know ; but I am determined to 
have oneat anyrate. Wasit easily learnt—and was it taught 
by French or Italian masters ?? ‘ 

“It was easily learnt ; but French and Italians scarcely 
dared to show their heads in our country these times.”? 
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66 Religious Intelligence. 


‘ Can you not possibly remember the name? How-shalli 
we know what to inquire for ?? 


*‘ Yes I do now remember the name, and you must inquire 


fora SPINNING WHEEL,” 






















RELIGIOUS INTELLIGENCE. 


REVIVALS OF RELIGION. 


In Jefferson Co. N. York, the towns of Watertown, Adams, 
Rodman, Ellisburgh, Henderson and Lorrain have received 
the blessings of the Holy Spirit’s special influence. In gen- 
eral the work has not been rapid, but gentle and refreshing. 
All descriptions of people of all christian denominations have 
shared in the good work. About 400 are enumerated as 
subjects. 

As fruits of a distinguished revival in Hanover, N. H. 200 
persons appear to have been changed by divine grace, prin- 
cipally from among the youth. 

From Lexington, N. Y. we have recent information that 
they have experienced the commencement of arevival, which 
animates christians with hopes of seeing many come to the 
knowledge of Christ. ‘There are already ten or twelve sub- 
jects. 

: During the past summer, Zion has been greatly favoured in 
Zanesville, Ohio. A church has been formed there, and a 
house of public worship erected. 

In Franklin, Tennessee, the churches have been greatly + 
refreshed by a work of divine grace. 
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Extracts of a Letter from the Rev. A. Morgan, dated Essex, 
Vt. Jan. 7th, to the Editor of the Evangelical Monitor. 


In Jericho, the revival commenced in March of the last 
year, and continued through the summer ; but some time since 
has appeared to come to a close. Yet through abounding 
grace they are allowed to reckon 100 converts. 

In Westford the work commenced in June, and has con- 
tinued through the season. Here also 100 have hopefully 
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experienced renewing grace ; and the work, in some degree, 
still continues. 

In Milton were a few instances of hopeful conversion during 
the summer. Some time in the autumi, the work became 
more apparent; and, in some part of the town, very general 
and powerful. As it still continues, I am not able to state 
definitely the number of hopeful converts; but it is consid- 
erably more than 100. 

In Williston the attention commenced during the summer. 
For a considerable time past the work has been increasing ; 
and they are now permitted to reckon about 60 converts. 

In this town the revival commenced the first of June, and 
steadily progressed nearly through the season ; but for some 
time past has been considerably abated: yet through the 
sovereign goodness of God we are allowed to number about 
130 hopeful converts. Already 30 have joined the Baptist 
Church; and 73 have united with the Congregational 
Church. 

There are other towns in this county, in which there h@s 
been some “refreshing from the presence of the Lord.” But 
I am not sufficiently acquainted-with the particulars to givea 
statement. 
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SUMMARY. 


FOREIGN. 
Several ladies in Serampore, India, have lately formed a 


Society for the support of native schools for children of their 


own sex. The attention of the ladies in England is at this 
time very actively directed to the same object. 

The returns of Sabbath schools in Great Britain give an 
aggregate of 517,583 scholars and 36,227 teachers. The 
number of schools is 0015, of which 389 were established 
during the past year. 

Marine Societies for the spiritual welfare of seamen are 
established in all the principal ports in Europe, and their 
Operations are progressing with wonderful success. Chris- 
tians seem uncommonly interested in the benevolent object, 
and every report from their different societies affords the 
most cheering intelligence. It is an honour to our country 
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that in this, as in every other benevolent object, our emula- 
tion is so distinguished. . 

The latest accounts from Greenland say, thatthe Moravian 
Mission there is flourishing. Jacob Beek has been a zeal- 
ous, labourer there in his station for 50 years, and his father 
was employed in the same mission 43 years ‘Thus these holy 
indeiatigable missionaries are contented to live and labour for 
Christ’s sake, in the most obscure and comfortless regions. 

In the course of a single year, (1820,) sixty thousand Af- 
ricans were kidnapped, and transported from their country to 
experience all the horrors of slavery. : 

The colonists upon the African coast contemplate a re- 
moval to Bassa. The remaining missionaries are persever- 
ing, notwithstanding their great misfortune in losing so many 
of their number by death. They manifest great confidence 
in the Lord and in the power of his might, but are concerned 
lest the friends of African colonization should be discouraged. 

The many and various accounts of the progress of the Gos- 
pel and the civilization among them by means of schools, &c. 
are very interesting, affording the most pleasing testimony 
that that abused country shall no more stretch out her hands 


unto God in vain. 





DOMESTIC. 
It is stated that 436 blind persons have, within the 
past year, been restored to sight in the Infirmary at N. York; 
many ofthem having been blind from their infancy. | 
The Legislature of N. Y. have erected at Bloomingdale, 
near the city of New- York a magnificent edifice, as an Asylum 
for the insane. The system of humane and moral treatment to 
be established, promises a most pleasing result. This Asylum 
has lately been robbed of $1,700. A workman in the Asy- 
lum broke open the desk and carried it off. He was appre- 
hended by a marshal of the Police 
The Rev. J. B. Finley, who from his communication, ap- 
pears to be a persevering, zealous, judicious Methodist mis- 
sionary, has commenced a school in Upper Sandusky among 
the Wyandot Indian children, which promises much useful- 
ness. He seems determined that vigorous measures shall be 


pursued for the civil and religious improvement of that region. 
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ANECDOTES. 


A little girl residing at in Berkshire had enjoyed 
the advantages of a Sunday school education. Her parents 
were general shop -keepers in the town; and while she was 
one day in the shop, a servant came in to purchase some ar- 
ticle for his employers, and took up a hand bill which lay on 
the counter, announcing a meeting to be held connected with 
the Bible Society. ‘This servant had drunk the very dregs 
of the cup of infidelity, and looking af‘the proprietors of the 
shop, he said, ‘What ! do you have any thing to do with the 
Bible?” “Yes,” was the reply, “* Why,” says the servant, 
‘it is a compact of falsehood and lies.” ‘The little girl, who 
until now had only listened to what was passing, turned to 
the advocate of deism, and asked him, “ Sir, did you ever 
read the Bible!” After recovering from the momentary cen- 
fusion which this question produced, he replied to the child, 
“I cannot say that L have!” “f thought so,” said the little 
maid, “ for if you had, and with serious attention, you could 





not have arrived at the conclusions you have been so bold as. 





to express.” Here they separated. A short time after, the lit- ~ 


tle girl who was the subject of a lingering disorder, died. When 
drawing near the closing scene, and stretched on her dying 
bed, her father was seated by her bedside, and she address- 
ed him thus: “Father I wish to crave of you a large gift.” 
‘What is it my dear ?” replied her anxious and affectionate 
parent 5 “any thing,” said he, “that I can give you, or do for 
you, Lam willing to du it.” “I wish you,” said the dying 
child, “to give me eleven shillings.” ‘* Eleven shillings !” 
said the father, what, child, can you want, in your circumstan- 
ces, with eleven shillings ?? ‘The child without revealing 
her object still importuned the gift; and the parent yielded to 
the request of his expiring child. When she had the money 
then the benevolence of her mind unfolded itself.—‘Now,” 
said she, “ I wish that with this eleven shillings one of the 


best Bibles may be bought ; and when I am dead let it be . 


conveyed to the poor man I saw in the shop, and who de- 
clared the contents of the sacred volume to be a compact of 
falsehoods ; let him_ be imformed, it is my last legacy, and 
that it is the earnest wish ofa dying child that he would read 
it with solemn and serious attention.”” Very shortly after, 
the immortal spirit of the child had fled from its tenement of 
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clay, her request was strictly complied with. The Bible was 
placed in the hands of the person referred to, and the dying 
wish of the child was repeated tohim. He was struck with 
the intelligence. His feelings were overpowered on reflecting 
on the disinterested benevolence she had manifested. He 
was impelled to comply with the request. Truth came home 
with power to his mind. A change of conduct and charac- 
ter was the result; and the narrator thinks he may safely say, 
that now he is a christian. One pleasing evidence of the af- 
fects of this change remains to be noticed ; which is, that 
having succeeded but too well in infusing the poison of his in- 
fidel principles into the minds of two of his fellow servants, 
he became anxious to make all the reparation in his power 
for so serious an injury ; and he purchased at his own expense, 
two Bibles of the same description as the one sent by the 
child, and gave one to each, that he might provide the best 
antidote to those evil sentiments he had been the means of 
plopagating. 





A young man called on a gentleman in the city of New- 
York, presenting him with one hundred silver dollars, saying, 
°¢ 1 wish you to send this to my poor mother in Ireland; tell her 
this is all I have in the world, and I owe it to her for the kind- 
ness she did me in sending me to the Sunday School when I 
was a boy. It was that school that made a man of me; for 
without the instruction I there received, I should never have 
been worth a penny, but must have been a dirty worthless 
vagabondall my days. ‘This money will do her good, rejoice 
her heart, and make her happy, and I can now take care of 
myself and earn more.”—ChA. Her. 








POETRY. 
COMMUNICATED FOR THE GUARDIAN. 


REFLECTIONS AT MIDNIGHT. 


"Tis night, deep night, when thousand worlds 

Wheel their respective courses through the sphere. 
Aj] nature’s hush’d in calm, death-like repose, 

Save him, the victim of distracting care, 

Who wakes to keep his yigils with the waning moon: 
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So still the scene, that even he who lull’d 

On death’s cold arm thinks not of danger, 

But in slumber lost, dreams yet of happiness 

That ne’er will come—The watchful parent too, 
Who as she guards her dying daughter’s bed, 
Forgets her malady and dreams her bridals are at hand— 
T’o him who wakes, how dark! how drear the scene! 
He fondly contemplates on pleasures which are past, 
And casts an eye of hope on what’s to come. 

But ah! fallacious hope! what scenes will come ? 
Once more he backward easts his glance 

And views a scene which beggars all description ; 
Disappointment, hope, distraction and despair. 
What then may he expect or hope from days to come 
Shall future years restore what he has lost ? 

Will friends return to him from death’s dark vale ? 
Ah no'!—Is he a wanderer from his native home, 
And does he seek a friend to guide his steps >— 

Is he a youth, by various passions toss’d 

And lur’d by favourite ones to dangers verge ? 

Oh youth! beware, retrace thy wayward path, 

And ask direction from the God of Heaven. 

Ask not a friend among the sons of man: 
Self-interest sways them ; they will lead thee on, 
Till thou and they are lost in endless ruin.— 

Or, art thou he, who struggling with the stream, 
The boisterous stream of all devouring time, 
Misfortune’s mark the wreck of better times, 

The Scoff, the scorn of proud insulting man; 

Heed not their scorn: let wisdom guide thy way, 
And lead thy thoughts to him who reigns above ; 
Submit thy cause to Him, and on that day 


~ When worlds assembled shall their doom await, 


Thou shalt be bless’d, but to their crimes, 
The crime of scorning thee shall tenfold add,— 
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Notice to Correspondents. 


But, art thou he who wakes to count the ills 
Which his own crimes have brought upon his head, 
To count the numbers his red hand has slain; 

And dost thou shudder ? dost thou weep to see 
Their mangled corpses weltering in their gore ? 
Say, dost thou tremble, when thou hear’st at hand 
The dread terrific messenger who seals thy doom ? 
Repent thee of thy deeds ; then turn thine ear 

And hearken to the voice of mercy while she cries : 
Confess thy sins, obey and be forgiven.— 

Or art thou she, wh. at the midnight hour 

Dost wake to weep the loss of one belov’d, 

Of him whose joys and sorrows were thine own, 
The dear companion of thy former hours, 

Thy guardian, guide through life’s vast wilderness, 
That bosom friend now wrapt in death’s embrace ? 
Oh! stay those tears ; nor gaze with anxious care 
Upon the tender babe, the pledge of mutual love, 
Who on thy heaving bosom lies reclin’d ; 

His infant face his father’s image bears, 

And gazing there, but aggrevates thy woe. 

Let this then be thy task, to mould his infant mind, 
Cherish the virtues which his father grac’d, 

And check such vice e’en now in embryo. 

Teach him to look into far distant worlds, 

Nor bound his hopes by earth’s contracted span 
But fix them on the basement broad of Heaven. 

Be this thy care; then at the close of life, 

In that eventful hour, when time to thee shall cease, 
Commit thy charge to Heav’n and close thine eyes in peace. 


----- 


We are very sorry to be obliged to inform our readers that we 
did not receive the Biblical Solutions for this number in season 
for insertion. It is the intention of the author to furnish them 


ment in future. 


monthly ; and we hope there will not be a similar disappoint- _ 
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